her anguish as she braced herself against the pangs that
gripped her stomach. Her face pale and drawn, her eyes
deep-set in blueish circles, Helene Michaud now and again
looked at her two children with soft and loving eyes, which
were too soon dimmed by pain. Pierrette did her best to
assume a sympathetic but discreetly cheerful look, intended
to be both affectionate and reassuring. Frederic, who found
it difficult to adopt any given expression, sat with a blank
look on his face : the time seemed to drag, but he no less
than his sister felt a little rueful at the thought that the
suffering of one so near to them should not arouse a more
direct response. Antoine's arrival was a relief to them both.
Between his mother and him there was a special intimacy,
based on a true affinity of heart and mind, and a feeling for
the finer shades which enabled them to understand each
other with a look, while a tactless word or act made them
both equally uncomfortable. Since Antoine had grown older
their mutual confidence had developed into a sort of family
collusion, but these hinted understandings were never in any
way preconcerted, and seemed indeed wholly casual. In this
discreet interplay he was cleverer than his mother. Helene
Michaud, for instance, had scarcely an inkling of her son's
love affair, while he had long since understood the in-
compatibilities that had produced the latent cleavage which,
masked by a good understanding, existed between his
parents. Antoine had a subtle comprehension which, as
concerning his own people, was backed by an alert affection.
He was the first to suspect the seriousness of a malady which
his mother had tried to hide, and his love for her was such
that he alone had noticed its progress on her face. It was
also at his instance that she had consented to be treated and
finally to enter a clinic. Helene Michaud knew better than
anyone how to appreciate the gifts of her slightly more
favoured son, but she was sometimes alarmed to see in him
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